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Ptrklet prlfite ofljr?* 


JT}|D«tniein3s a »<***« - , 

Then were it certaineyou wti« notio b»d s 
As with fouk Jnccft to abufe your feule * 

Where now you both a father and a fonne. 

By your vntimely clafpings with your childe, 

(’ W hich pleafures fits an? hulband, not a father/ 
And fhe an eater of her mothers flefh, 

By the defiling of her parents bed. 

Ami both like ferpents are, who though they feed 
On fweeteft flowers, yet they poyfon breed 
^wtf&Jarcwell/or wifedome fees thofe men 
Blufh not in 3 oftons blacker then the night. 

Will (hew no courfe to keepe them from the Jight 
One finne [I know] another doth prouokc 
Murders as nee rc toluft, as flame to fmoake : 
Poyfon and ticafon are tne hands of none, 

I, and the Targets to put off the fhame. 

Then Ieaft my life be crop? to keepe you e'eare. 

By flight lie fhun the danger which i tear®, 

'Enter A 

Anti. He hath found the meaning. 

For which wcmeanctohaue his head. 

He muft not liueto trumpet forth my infamy 
Nor tell the world, Anttecb doth finne 
In ftch a loathed manner. 

And therefore inftantly this Prince nuiftdie, 

For by his fall, my honour muft keep* hie* 

Who attends vs there? 

Enter 

7h*l. Doth y»ur higbneffe call ? 

Anti. Thnhnrd you a*e»f our Chamber, 

And ourminde perttkes her pnuate anions 
To your fecrcfie ; and for your faitbfttlodfe 
We will aduanceyou Thainrd ; 
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f erkies Pfhiitijf f$Hi 
Ifflpe Brine? fif Tjirf,and ««lft ¥\ ^ 

& thee not to »ke the rcafon why ? 

Becauiewc bid it r fay is it done ? 
qhd. My Lord , tisdone. 

Enter a tMefinger. 

^rfEnough. Let your breath code ycur feife , tc.ling your 

U{ % c lf. U y Lord Prince Pericles is fled. 

AS Lu wilt Sue flyc after And like an arrow flio from 
aweilexp-iici t Archer hittsthe markc his eye doth leuell it . .a 
do thounen r returne .vnhffc thou fay .Prince Pericles » dead ; 

Eb*U M V Lord, if I can get him wuhin my piftels length, lie 
make him Cure enough s fo fare well to your b-ghnefle. 

Ant. 7 ballad adieu till Verities be dead, 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. 

Enter Pericles with bis Lords . 
fer. Let none diftutbe vs : 

Why fliould this change of thoughts, 

The fad companion dulUeyde melancholy, 

By me fo vied , a gue ft as not an hour#. 

In the dayes glorious walke or peaceful! mgW, 

The toombe where griefe fhouU flccpe, can cc ^ 5 

Here pleafures cou.t mine eyes, and mine eyes Ihun them, 

And danger which I feard, is at Antioch, 

Whole arn.e feemes farre too fhort to hit me here, 

Yet ncucr pleafiues arteanioy my fpirits, 

Nor yet the other diftance comfort me : 

Then ic isthusjihatpafltousofthemindc. 

That hanc their firft conception by mifdieao, 

Haue afcr nourtfhment and life by cart? • 

And what wasfi ft bucfeate,what might be donCj 
Growes eldrt now, and cares it be not done. 

And fo with me ; the gtcar Antiochns , 

Hamd whnml rn lit rte to contend. 


